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The moft lamentable 'Tragedie 

Perhaps fhcc culd it from among the reft* 

Titus* Soft 10 bufilie (he turncs the leaues, 

Help her , what would fhcjfinde? Lauinia (hall read? 

This is the cragicketaleofPfwVwe/, 

Andtreai s otTereus treafon and his rape. 

And rape 1 feare,wasroote ofthy annoie, 

M arcus. S e« brother fee, note how (he coats the ieaucs, 
ritus, Lauinia were thou thus furpriz’d fw ect gy rlci - 
Rauifht and wrongd as ‘ ThlomtU was, 

Frocd in the ruthlcftc Vaft and gloomie woods; 

See, fee, I fuch a place there is where we did hunt, 

(O had wcncucr,neuer hunted there,) 

Patternd by that the Poet here deferibes. 

By nature made for murthers and for rapes. 

Mar. O why fliould nature build fofow lea den* 
Vnlcfle the Gods dclightin Tragedies , (friends, 

T ttus, Giue fignes fweet gyrle, forhere arc nonebut 
What Romaine Lord it was durft doe the deed? 
Orftonkenot Saturnine as Tar quin erft. 

That left the Campe to finite in Luereccbcd 

M are. Sit downc fweet Neecc, brother fit downs by 
t/Sppell*! Fallas Jone or (JMtr curie, (met, 

lnfpire mc that 1 may this treafon finde, 

Aly Lordlooke here, loo ke here Lawns* y 


Ht writ 4 f his name with his Staff e sutdguidtt it 
withfeete andmtuth * 


This fardi* plot i*plainc,guideif thou canft 
Thisaftcrme, 1 haue writ my name, 

Without die help of any hand at all* 

Curftbe thachart thatforcdvstothisfhift: 

V Vritc thou good Nct£e,and here eiifplay atlaft* 
What God will haue difcoueredforreuenge, 
Hcaucn guide thy pen toprintthyforrowcsplainc, 


That 


ofTitus Andronicu*. 

That we may know the tray tors and the tiuth, 

S hee tak£Stbe Jlajfe in her mouth and guides it with he? 
flumps and mites. 

Oh doeyee read my Lord what (he hath writ, 

%tupruru, Chiron, c D:netnus, 

Marcus. Whac, what,the lufifu'l Tonnes of Tamoya, 
Performers of this haynous bloody deede . 

Titus , Magni ‘Dominator po/i, 

Tam lent us audls feeler a, tarn lentus vides? 

Marcus, Oh ealme thee gentle Lord, although I keo\V 
Thereis enough written vpon this earth, 

Toltir amutitucinthe itu!dcft thoughts, \- 
A nd arme the mindes ofinfants to cxclaimes, 

My Lord knccledowr.e with me, Lauinia kneelc, 
Andkneelc fweet boy, the Romaine Heftors 1 cp 
And fwcurc with me as with the wofull fecre. 

And father oft h<tt chaft dishonoured Dame, 

Lord luntus Brutus fweare for Lucrece rape. 

That we willprofccute by good aduice 
Alortali reuenge vpon thelc Traiterous (flothet* 

And fee their blood or die with this reproch. 

T ttus. Tis Utre enough, and you knew ho v, 

But if you hunt thelc Bearewhelpes then beware. 

The Dam wi'l wake and if (he windeyee once, 

Slice's with the Lion deepcly Aid in eaguc, 

Andluls him whilft fheeplaiethon her back e. 

And when he fleepes,wili ftiee doe what flic lift. 

You area young hunt: nun Marcus ,’et alone. 

And come I will goegera le-feoi brafle. 

And with a g id offtcdewill wire thefe word*, 

And lay it by : the angry no<hen wind 
Wi(. Mow thefe r ands ikc5«f»r/rleauesabroad, 
Andwlxrcs our lefton then, boy what favyou? 

Puer. I (ay my Lord that i' I w ere a man, 

G Thdlr 

Tf* - ~ ... * v - . 
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